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APOLLO's LYRE. 


LOYALTY's INVOCATION. 
» Sig by Mr. Da KLR at VAUXHALL. 
Written by Mr. Vir. 


*RA/ HILE Difeord, aſſuming fair Freedom's array, 

v1 Spreads carnage and death o'er the nations around, 
Let Britons the llandard of Concord diſplay, 
Nor order ſubvert, nor diſtinctions confonnd; 
hat fabric defend, which your fathers of yore 
So gallantly iear'd at the price of their blood; 


Tranſmit to your ſons what your ſires did before, 
As yet unimpair'd by the time it hath ſtood. 
1 en Loyalty calls you, like Britons obey, 
.= And chearfully join in the chorus, huzza! 
$8 Huzza! for Kiag, Lords, and Commons, huzza! 
ritannia, deploring with ſoft feeling heart, 
That Plunder and;Rapine ſhould waſte half the world, 
njoins her brave legions their aid to impart, 
| And ſee with what ardour their ſails are unfurl'd. 
Our fam'd wooden walls, mann'd with true hearts of oak, 
In thunders proclaim to the nations afar, 
hat France having dar'd our revenge to provoke, 
Tho” peace is our aim, yet we're ready for war. 
When Loyalty calls, we like Britons obey- 
And chearfully join, &c. 
B 


* 


= 


3 1 
O Britain! ſurvey your proud rival's ſad doom, 
Behold her once fertile, now batten domains; 
And jean from her fate, amidſt Anarchy's gloom, 
That death-{ecting Famine eternally reigns ; 
Inflam'd by Sedition, let Gallia neglect 
'The means beſt a. Japted to Liberty's cauſe; 


Britannia will ever our freedom protect, „ 
Our property, commerce, religion, and laws. «4 
When Loyalty calls, we like Britons obey, M0 
And chearlully join, &c. 1 
. 7 
THE LITTLE GYPSEY, 4 
5 
Sang by Mrs. Milne at VAUXRAIIL. 7 
Written by PrTER PINDAR, 8 

A WANDERING Gypſey, Sirs, am I, 
From Norwood, where we oft complain, 5 
With many a tear, and many a ſigh, 4 
Of bluſt'ring winds and ruſhing rain. 2 
No rooms fo fine, nor gay attire, * 
Amid our humble ſhed appear, 7 
Nor beds of down, nor blazing ſire, 7 


At night our ſhriv'ring limbs to cheer, 


Alas! no friends come near our cot, 
The Red breaſts only find the way, 
Who gave their alla ſimple note 
At peep of moro, and parting day. 
Bot fortunes here I come to tell; 
Then yield me, gentle Sir, your hand, 
Arid thoſe lines what thouſands dwell ! 
And, bleſs me, what a heap of land! 


This ſurely, Sir, muſt pleaſing be, 
To hold ſuch wealth in every line! 
Try, pray now try, if you can fee 


A little treaſure lodg'd in wine. 
- A; ( Holding out ber hand.) 


I-44 


AN IRISH SONG, 


(Sung by Mr. JonxS0N in the MOUNTAINEERS.) 


= AT fixteen years old you could get little good of me; 
** Then ſaw Norah —who ſoon underſtood of me 


l was in love—but myſelf, for the blood of me, 
4% Could not tell what I did ail. 
as, dear, dear! what can ihe matter be? 

| 2 tg Och, blood and ouns! hat can the matter be? 


Och, Gramirachre! what can the matter be? 
ON Eother'd from head to the tail! 


l went to confeſs me to Father O'Flannagan; 
Told him my caſe—made an end—thenr began again: 
3X LYather, ſays 1, make me ſoon my own man agam, 
206 If yeu find out what I ail. 
Dear, dear! ſays he, what can the matter be! 
Och, blood and ouns! can you tell what the matter be? 
1 Both cried, what can the matter be? 
9 ö Beotker'd from head to the tail ! 


os Soon ] fell fick—T did bellow and curſe again; 
Norah took piry to ſee me at nurſe again 
Gave me a kif..! och, zounds! that threw me worſe again! 
Well ſhe knew what I did ail. 
But dear, dear! ſays the, what can the matter be? 
Och, blood and ouns, what can the matter be ? 
Both cry'd, what can the matter be, 
.Bother'd from head to the tail. 


Tis long ago now ſince I leſt Tipperary— 
How range, growing older our nature ſhould vary! 
All ſymptoms are gone of my ancient quandary, 

I cannot tell zoww what l ail. 
Dear, dear! what can the matter be? 
Och, blood and ouns ! what can the matter he ? 
Och, Cramachree! what can the matter be? 

Bother'd * the head to the tail, 4 
2 
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THE FARTHING RUSH LIGHT. 
Sung by Mr. BAN NIS TER, jun. at COLMAN's Theatre, 


SIR Solomon Simons, when he did wed, 
Bluſh'd black as a crow, his fair lady did bluſh light, 
The clock ſtruck twelve, they were tuck'd in bed, 
In the chimney a ruſl-light. 
A little farthing ruſh-light, 
Fal lal lal la, 
A little farthing ruſh- light. 


Sir Solomon gave his lady a nudge, 


Cries he, Lady Simons, there's vaſtly too much light; 


Then Sit Solomon, ſays ſhe, to get up you can't grudge, 
And blow out the ruſh-ligbt. 
A little farthing ruſh-light. 


Sir Solomon then out of bed he pops his toes; 
And vaſtly he ſwore, and very much did curſe light, 
And then to the chimney Sir Solomon he goes, 
And he puff d at the ruſh-light. 
The little farthing ruſh-light, 


Lady Simons got out in her night-cap ſo neat, 
And over the carpet my lady did bruſh light, 
And there Sir Solomon ſhe found in 7 fright, 
Pufling at the ruſh-light, 
Then ſhe puff d at the ruſh-light, 
But neither of them both 
Could blow out the ruth-light, 


Sir Solomon and Lady, their breath quite gone, 
Rang the hell in a rage, determin'd to craſh light; 
Half aflcep in his ſhirt then up came John, 
And he puff'd at the ruſh-light, 
And he puff d at the ruſh-light, 
But neither of the three 
Could bloꝶ out the ruſh- light. 


1 
ook, coachee, men and maids, very near all in buff, 
Came, and ſwore in their lives they never met with ſuch 


!re, light, 
11 


WA nd each of the family had a puff 


. 


At the little farthing ruſh-light, 


it, The curſt farthing ruſh-light ; 
by” But none of the family 
— 38 Could blow out the ruſh-light. 


{ of # | 
be Watchman went by at laſt, crying One; 
lere Watchman come up, than you we might on worſe 
2 light; 

Then up went the Watchman—the buſineſs was done, 


3 3X For he turn'd down the ruſh-ligl. t, 
„ The damn'd farthing ruſh-light, 
4 2 Paſt one o'clock ! | 
1 So he put out the ruſh- light. 
1 : | 
2 Sung by Mr. BawxisSTER, jun. in the New Opera, called 


l CAERNAKVON CASTLE. 


q 


ak WHEN call'd by our Country and King to protect 'em, 
. 3% No fears can with-hold us, no terrors annoy ; 

| FTho' dangers ſurround us, why ſure we expect 'em, 
And the heart beats the rub- a- dub feelings of joy. 


4 bs Should we think upon thoſe we love dearly, Heav'n bleſs 


We I. 'em! | | | 
A N A ſigh will our over-charg'd hoſoms employ ; 
1 _ the _ that we ſoon ſhall return to careſs 'em, 
1 Soon beats up the rub-a-dub feelings of joy. 
1 And as a poor comrade {hall fall down be{ le us, 
To ſeldier-like raptures it gives ſome alloy; | 
= Zhen the thought chat our actions to Fame have ally'd us, 


V/1ill beat up the rub-a-dub feelings of joy. 
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THREE WEEKS AFTER MARRIAGE. 


Written by Mr. V1xT. 
WILLY, after courtin long, 


Marry'd me on Sunday; 
All that day I held my tongue, 
But ſcolded him on Monday: 
Tueſday I grew dull and fad, 
Wedneſday paſs'd in ſcorning ; 
Thurſday drove me nearly mad 
But Friday —what a morning! 
Till at length that balm of liſe 
Money !—brovught a better day 
So we liv'd like man and wife, 


Kiſſing fond on Saturday. 


Willy next began the week, 
Tippling all the Sunday ; 

Therefore I, provok'd to fpeak, 
Scolded him on Monday; 

Tueſday call'd him drunken ſot, 
Wedneſday, lubber lazy; 


_ Thurſday having mended not, 


Friday drove me crazy : 

Tho? I hop'd the fool would think 
Wiſer on the latter day, 

Not a ſous, for grub or drink, 
Earnt he on the Saturday. 


Bent at laſt to change my plan 
Every future Sunday, 
For twas plain I firſt began 
Wrong upon the Monday ; 
Tueſday then I calmer ſeem'd, 
Wedneſday more indulgent; 
Thurſday 22 and comfort beam' d, 
Friday ſhone refulgent; 
Chacing thus corroding ſtrife, 
Every day's a better day; 
Joy and pleaſure cheering life, 
From Thurſday to Saturday, 
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» THE HEAVING OF THE LEAD. 
1 Sung by Mr. Ix L DON, in HERTFORD BAI5 61. 


” 
» 


» 


Z®FOR England when with fav'ring gale, 
5 w gallant ſhip up channel ſteer d, 


Ind ſcudding under eaſy fail, 
The high blue. weſtern land appear'd ; 
Je heave the lead the ſramen prung, 
* And to the Pilot checrly ſung, 
: 152 „% BY THE DEEP—NINE ! 


Ind, bearing up to gain the port, 
home well-known object kept in view; 
n Abbey-tower, an harbour fort, 
1 Or beacon to the veſſel true; 
1 A It hile oft the lead the ſeamen ſlung. 
And to the Pilot chrerly ſung, 
* BY THE MARK—SEVENT 


4 


, as the much-lov'd ſhore we near, 
Mb traaſp-rt we beheld the roof, 
3M 1 


ere dwelt a friend, or partner dear, 
faith and love a matchleſs proof! 


T he lead once more the ſeamen flung, 
And to the watchful Pilat ſung, 


* QUARTER LESS—FIVE! 


( 10 ) 
THREE WEEKS AFTER MARRIAGE. 
Written by Mr. ViIixr. 


WILLY, after courtin long, 

Marry'd me on Sunday ; 
All that day I held my tongue, 

But ſcolded him on Monday: — 
Tueſday I grew dull and fad, 

' Wedneſday paſs'd in ſcorning ; 

Thurſday drove me nearly mad 

But Friday — what a morning! 
Till at length that balm of liſe 

Money! — brought a better day; 
So we liv'd like man and wife, 


Kiſſing fond on Saturday. 


Willy next began the week, _ 
Tippling all the Sunday ; | 

Therefore I, provok'd to fpeak, * 
Scolded him on Monday; 3 

Tueſday call'd him drunken ſot, 1 

WMMedneſday, lubber lazy; | "oY 

Thurſday having mended not, 
Friday drove me crazy : 

Tho? I hop'd the fool would think 
Wiſer on the latter day, 

Not a ſous, for grub or drink, 
Earnt he on the Saturday. 10 


Bent at laſt to change my plan 
Every future Sun day, 

For 'twas plain I firſt began 

Wrong upon the Monday; 

Tueſday then I calmer ſeem'd, 
Wedneſday more indulgent;. 

Thurſday row and comfort beam'e, 
Friday ſhone refulgent ; | 

Chacing thus corroding ſtrife, 
Every day's a better day; 

Joy and pleaſure cheering life, 
From Thurſday to Saturday. 


1 
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THE HEAVING OF THE LEAD. 


Sung by Mr. IxcLzDoN, in HerTrorD Baiber. 
4» 1 OR England when with fav'ring gale, 
f ur gallant ſhip up channel ſteer d, 

ö nd ſcudding under eaſy ſail, 


IT te high blue. weſtern land appear'd ; 


To heave the lead the ſramen prung, 
And to the Pilot cheerl y ſung, 


4 „ BY THE DEEP—NINE! 
Ind, bearing up to gain the port, 

Some well-known object kept in view; 

An Abbey-tower, an harbour fort, 

r beacon to the veſſel true; 

5 1 It pile oft the lead the ſeamem lungs * 

* 10 And to the Pilot chrerly Jung, 
1 * BY THE MARK—SEVENT 

& 


d, as the much-lov'd ſhore we near, 
Mb tranſport we beheld the roof, 
ere dwelt a friend, or partner dear, 
I faith and love a matchicſs proof! 

T he lead once more the ſeamen flung, 
And to the watchful Pilat Jung, 


* QUARTER LESI—FIvE! 


En 
TIBBY FOWLER : 


A GOOD OLD SCOTCH so NS. 
TIBBY FOWLER «i. 7 the brae, 


Fher's Her m may wooar at her; 
. oy Fos ler o'er the brae. 
There's o'er OE obig at her; 

Courting at cr, woo.ng at ber, 

Seeking at berg canaa get ler; 

Filthy elt, it g for her peli 

That a' tac ad. are wootng at her. 


Ten came eaſt, and ten came weſt, 
And ten came rowing ot the water; 
Tua gaid dowa tne lang dyke-fide ; 
Tuere's ta a and-thraty wouing at her. 
Courting at her, &e. 


Fre upo the fiithy ſcort, 
There's 6'er udn woolng at her; 
Fifteen came frae Aberdeen; 
There's ſevea-and- ſorty wooing at her. 
Cout.ng at her, &. 


Be a laſſie ne er ſae fine, 
Gia qe want the penny filler, 
She may lice till vinety-nine, 
L'er the geis a man till ber. 
Courting at her, &c. 


Be a laſſie necer ſae black, 
Gi'e her the name of meikle ſiller, 
And ſet her upo' a hill tap, | 
Ihe wind will blaw a man till her. 
Courting ac ber, & 


She's got pendels till ber lugs; 
Cockle-Tells wad ſet her better; 
High-heel'd ſhoon. and filler ſtuds, 
And a the lads are woning at her, 
Courting at her, &e. 


Ms 


In came Frank, wi' his lang legs. 
Gar'd a' the ſtairs play clitter clatter;. 
Had awa', young men, he begs, 
For, by my ſooth, I will be at her. 
Courting at her, &c. 
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MY NATIVE COTTAGE, 
ritten by Mr. Vixr. 


A WIFE am I— but, well-a-Cay! 
An hapleſs one indeed; 
The dreary hours drag dull away, 
And duller ſtill ſucceed. 
Ambition yok'd me to a man, 
Juſt ver zing on his dotage, 
So jealous too—ah ! fatal plan! 
To leave my native cottage. 


How happy roll'd each youthful day, 
Till urg'd by luckleſs fate, 
To throw that happineſs away, 
For ſplendour,. wealth, and ftate ; 
E'en when I'd fcarce attain'd fifteen, 
And ſurely that was not age, 
For me to leave the rural ſcene, 
My humble native cottage. 


Cur great diſparity of years 
Creates a jealous eye; 

When I ſeem gay, he ſad appears, 

Himſelf can beſt tell why. 
Put I forgive my fretful chum, 

Poor ſoul! he's in his dotage ; 
E'en let him growl—for time to come, 
II mourn my native cottage. 


—— — — — — 
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NEIGHBOUR SI v. 
Written by Mr. Dippin. 


THE pang bell was heard to toll, 
John wail'd his loſs with bitter cries, 
The Parſon'd pray'd for Mary's ſoul, 
The Sexton hid her from all eyes. 
And art thou gone ?” 
Cry'd wretched John, 
O dear, "twill kill me, I am dying!“ 
Cry'd Neighbour Sly, 
While ſtanding by, 
Lord, how this world is given to lying!“ 


The throng retir'd, Jchn left alone, 
He meditated *mong the tombs, 
And ſpelt out on the mould'ring ſtones, 
What friends were gone to their long homes; 
** You're gone before,“ — 
Cry'd John,—** no more— 
* I ſhall come ſoon, I'm almoit dying!“ 
Cry'd Neighbour Sly, 
Still ſtanding by, | 
Lord, how this world is given to lying!“ 


Here lies the bones—Heay'n's will be done 
Of Farmer Slug; reader, would | know 
Who to his mem'ry rais'd this ſtone ? 
Twas his diſconſolate widow. 
Cry'd John, “ Oh ho! 
* fo her I'll go— 
No doubt with grief the widow's dying.“ 
Cry'd Neighbour Sly, 
Still landing by, 


Lord, how this world is given to lying!“ 


Their mutual grief was ſhort and ſweet ; 
Scarcely the paſſing bell had ceasd, 


When they were ſped the funeral meat 


Was warm'd up ſor the marriage feaſt ! 


tos 


They row'd and ſwore, 

Now ofer and o'er, | 

They ner would part till both were dying. 
Cri'd Neighbour Sly, 
Still ſtanding by, 

„ Lord, how this world is given to ly ing!“ 


Again to hear the paſſing bell. 
John now a ſort of hank'ring feels; 
Ayain his help-mate brags how well 
She can trip up a huſband's heels: 
Again to th' tomb 
Each longs to come, 
Again with tears and ſobs and ſighing, 
For Neighbour Sly 
Again to cry, 
«4 Lord, how this world is given to lying!“ 
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3 Surg by Mr. BAN NST ER, jun. in CAERNARVON CASTLE; 


MAN takes woman as his bane, 
Putting prudence out of joint; 
Ever differing like & vane, 
90 Her's the Leder, his the point. 
3 When you're filent, they are loud; 
— When you're ſullen, they are kind, 
x Women, like a thunder cloud, 
Ever run againſt the wind. 


Plump againſt you will they ſouſe ; 
When you ſmile, they're ſure to pout; 
Like a Dutchman's weather-houſe, 
One is in, when t'other's out. 
When you're ſilent, &c 


Never on her judgment dwell, | | 
If you'd drink from reaſon's cup; # 

Like two buckets at a well, 
Hers is down, when yours is up. 
When you're ſilent, &c. 


" a 
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RURAL SIMPLICITY, 
Tune—T he Merry Roundelay. 


IN golden days, on rural plains, 
Youth ful ſhepherds tun'd the lyre, 
With their love inſpiring lays 
Fill'd each maid with.chaſte deſire. 
Ever generous, blyth and gay, 
Paſs their happy, happy hours away. 


Ruſtic beauties, cold, nor coy, -$ 
Bleſt the paſſion of each youth ; ; 
Swains, inſpir'd with rapt'rous joy, 
Vow d eternal love and truth. 
Ever generous, & c. 


Gently manner'd, free from art, ith 
Each ſoul with love and virtue glow'd; 5 
Nature's language from the heart, * 
Join'd with pure affection, flow' *Y 
| Ever generous, &c. Fe x 


*Charm'd with notes of warbling birds, 
On roſy bank each amorous pair 1 
Watch'd content their fleecy herds, 
Void of heart-corroding care, 
Ever generous, &c. 


But in this depraved age, 
So corrupt the human heart, 
That each ſex, on life's great ſtage, 
Rarely act a generous part: 
Diſſipated night and day, 
Paſs their heavy, heavy hours away. 


# 5 
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7 THE HAPPY MILK-MAID. 
"WR Sung by MM Mitxe at VAUXUALL. 


Written by Mr. Vir. 

*Z THO! neither in ſilks nor in ſattins I'm ſeen, 
iy garb, if but homely, is wholeſome and clean; 
Mn apron of blue, with a plain ruffer gown, ' 
© And fpotted ſilk handkerchief, all are my own; 
| Fer which with the fruits of my labour I pay, 
and that is much more than my betters can ſay: 

n trudging at morn and at eve to and fro, 

Wich —milk, pretty maids! any milk below ! 
Lell me not of bondage, tis all a mere joke, 
m never more happy than under a yoke; 
In which I as fairly can manage my pails, 
s e'er Madame Juſtice could balance her ſcales, + 
os things how they will, I've the proverb in view, 
In dealing with all, give the Devil his due; 

end blyth as a lark, while I trudge to and fro, 
Keep ſtill crying milk! any milk below ! 3 
The Stateſman, the Doctor, the Lawyer in ſilk, 
The Biſhop in lawn—are but d-alers in milk; 

hile one milks his patient, and drains him of health, 
other his client can milk of his wealth; | 
ile one hath the national dairy at.cal}, 
e church tother milks—wi'hout preaching at all, 
hro' life then II merrily trudge to and fro, | 
nd Kill cry my milk, my below ! 
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THE SILVER MOON. 
Sung by Miſs Milne, at VAUXHALL GARD ENS. 


Written by Mr. Ur rox, 


WHERE ſhall I ſeek the lovely ſwain, 
That woo'd me on the banks of Tweed? 
Where hear the foft and tender ſtrain + 
He play'd upon his oaten reed ? 

O ſweetly could the ſhepherd play, 

'The bonny boy that won me ſoon, 

For Sandy ſtole my heart away 

While playing by the ſilt er moon. 


Where can he ſtray ? Ah! tell me where; 
Return, my love, return to me; 

1 Come, let us to the grot repair, 

1 | 

04 That overlooks the ſurgy ſea: 

1 And when the village train's at reſt, 
hi My bonny boy, thy bagpipes tune, 
=" For what can e ex our loves moleſt 


| | While playing by the filver moon? 


Come then, my bonny boy, with ſpeed, 

Or elſe with grief my heart will break ; 

Come, let us range the banks of Tweed, 

And join the merry dance or wake; 

But what's the dance or wake to me, 
The boaſt of every filly loon, 

Compar'd to moments ey with thee, 
While playing by the filyer moon? 


THE ROYAL SOLDIER. 
Surg by Mrs, FRANKLIN, at VAUXUALL: 
Writitn by Mr. Ur rox. 


THC” Pallas, clad in ſhining arms, 

May Rrike the world with arcad alarms, 

And ereſted Mars uplift the ſpear, 

Britanaia ſtill has nought to fear: 

The Royal Soldier's born to ſhow, 

M hat 'tis to prove a Briton's foe. 

I ben hail the day that gave him birth, 

For gallant Yor x has prov'd his worth. 
0 ; | 0 


On Prufiia's plains the Vet ran King. 
Thus taught the Pritzth Yourh to . | 
O haſte, Bellona, haſte the day 

** When England may hase cauſe to ſay, 
My Royal Soldier, bravely ſhow 
What tis to prove a Eriton's foe,” _ 
Then hail the day that gave him birth, 
For gallant Yor has prov'd his worth. 


To Prufiia's Princes oft is cried, 73 
« A Nation's | oait, a Kingdom's pride; 

*« Dear witrefs to the vows I ſwear, 

My Country's good ſhall be my care ; 

Thy Royal Soldier yet ſhall ſhow, 

* Wrat 'tis to prove a Friton's foe.” 

Then hail the day that gaye him birth, 

For gallant Yor bas prov'd his worih, 
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At their jeers and ill- nature I'H ſcorn to repine, | 


IT took the advice, and undauntedly fought, 


' 


( 20 } 
Proud Valenciennes, a hoſt of foes. 
Could, truly nobly brave, oppoſe; 
Till Britain's Champion took the field, 
And forc'd the haughty Ganls to yield : 
The Royal Soldier's born to ſhow, 
What 'tis to prove a Briton's foe. 
'Then hail the day that gave him birth, 
For gallant Yor has prov'd his worth. 


Sung by Mr. DARK Lx Y at Vauxyatk, 
Written by Mr. UpTtox. 


DEAR Nancy I've failed the world all around, 
And ſeven long years been a rover, 

To make for my charmer each ſhilling a pound, 
But now my hard perils are over. 

I'se fav'd from my toils many hundreds in gold, 
The comforts of life to beget, 
Have borge in each climate the heat and the cold, 
And all for my pretty Brunette : oi 

ſay, my ſweet girl, can you love me. 


Tho others may boaſt of more riches than mine, 
And rate my attractions e'en fewer, 


Can they boaſt of a heart that is truer ? 


- Or will they for thee plough the hazardous main, 


Brave the ſeaſons both ſtormy and wet? 
If not, why I'll do it again, and again, | 
And all for my pretty Brunette. 
Ten ſay my ſweet girl, &c, 


When order'd afar in purſuit of the foe, 


I ſigh'd at the bodings of fancy, 


Which fain would perſuade me I might be laid low, 


And, ah! never more fee my Nancy; 
But Hope, like an angel, on baniſh'd the thought, 
And bade me ſuch nonfeaſe = | 


And all for my pretty Brunette. 
A 'ben fay, wy fweet girl, &e. 


THE HIGH METTLED RACER. 


SEE the courſe throng'd with gazers, the ſports are begun; 

What confuſion !l—but mark—1'll bet you, Sir donc! 
done! | 

A thouſand ſtrange rumours reſbund' far and near, 

Lords, hawkets, and jockies, aſſail the tir'd eat; 

While, with neck like a rainbow, erecting his creſt, 

Pampexd, prancing, his noſe almoſt touching his breaſt, 

Scaicely ſnuffing the air, he's ſo proud and elate, 

The high-mettled racer firſt ſtarts for the plate. 


Now Reynard's turn'd out, and o'er hedge and ditch ruſh, 
The horſemen and dogs, who are hard at his bruſh ; 

O'er heath, hill, and moorland, led by the ly prey, 

By ſcent aud by view cheat a long tedious way; 

But alike bred for joys of the field and the covrſe, 

Always ſure to come through—a ſtaunch and fleet horſe ; 
And, when fairly rum down, the fox yields up his breach, 
The high-mettled' racer is in at the death. * 


Erown aged, vs'd up, and turn'd out of the ſlud, 17 
Lame, ſpavin'd, and wind- gall'd but yet with ſome blood; 
While knowing poſtillions his pedigree trace, 
Tell his dam won that ſweepſtakes his fire won that race; 
And the matches he gain'd to the oſtlers count o'er, 

As they loiter their time at a hedge ale-houſe door; 
White the:Harreeſs fore galls, and the ſpurs his fides goad, 
The high-mettled' racer's a hack on the road. 

At length, old and weak—drudging early and late 
Bow'd down by degrees, he bends- on to his fate 3. 

From morning to evening he- tugs in a mill, 
Or. dra ſand till the ſand of his hour-glafs ſtands ſlill; 

: . | C 3. N " 
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And when lifeleſs and cold, he's expoſed to view 
| On the very ſame cart which he yeſterday drew! 
| While a pitying crowd his ſad relics furrounds, 
| The high-mettled racer is fold for the hounds! 


— — 


THE HIGH METTLED BEAUTY, 


Tux E—T hg High Mettled Racer. 


SEE the Mall throng'd with ladies, the gay and the fair! 
See the beaux, and the wits, to thoſe Jadies repair; 
Now they ogle, and chatter, and whiſper around, 
And ſimper and nonſenſe are eaſily found. 

With monſterous craws how the ſweet ones appear, 
So ambling, fo trottiog, ſo gay, debonair ; 

So charming, ſo nodding, with plumes ſo elate, 
The high-mettled beauty is dreft out in ſtate. 


The poet, philoſopher, prelate, and peer, 

The great, and the Hfittle—all ranks you'll find here: 
The long tails, the bob-tails, the ſimple, and wife, 
Are all here in faſhion—moſt charming diſguiſe ! 
Yet the great and the little, the big and the fmall, MA 
Alike ſeem employ'd—about nothing at all ; "7 
Yet the high-nettled beauty is order'd, by fate, wo 
To nod in high plumes, and to amble in ſtate. 


The laſs, who is gadding from morning to night, 

Her cap and her ou both in pitiful plight, * 

Perhaps, for a trifle, is glad to be known, 

'Tho? her perſorr's as pleaſing as any in town; 

Ĩhe broad grin of ſatire on her is diſplay d, 

N Thoꝰ firſt by his grace, or his lordſhip betray d; 

While Betſy, the gay, and the fav'rite of fate, 
In the Mall nods away, with her feathers elate. 


But let the diſtinction of dreſs be once paſt, 

And the die of mortality thrown at the laft, 

The high-mettled Polly will certainly find, 
hat, like to dame Fortune, Time was not ſa blind; 


Co} | 
Diſorders and conſcience her mind muſt purplex, 
Infirmities teaſe, and her conſcicnce ſtill vex; 


One falls a moſt wretched example by fate, 
The other lies rotting, and ſtinking in ſtate, 
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THE ELEGANT FAIR ONE. 
Written by Mr. Taomas Cr Rickman, 


TuxE—The High Mettled Racer, 


SEE the ball oom thick crou:led, the dance is begun: 
Hear thro' the bright circle what ſoft murmurs run; 
A thouſand gay characters float in the maze, 
Lords, gamblers, fine ladies; all keep up the gaze; | 
While with neck like a ſwan, & with high · beating breaſt, 
Wich waiſt nicely taper'd, and form'd to be preſt, 
cScarcely touching the floor, full of frolic and game, 
4 The elegant Fair One firſt challenges fame. 
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Now the Park's thickly throng'd, the high phaeton ſee, 

Ine delicate hunter, gilt coach, vis-a-vis; 

5 Each grace and each charm every party diſplays, 

And Faſhion peeps forth in a thouſand ſweet ways; 

> While alike fitly bred for the ball- room or courſe, 
The phaeton to drive, or to curb the fleet horſe ; 

By this time, fair Virtue's an obſolete word, 

And the elegant Fair One's a w——e to a lord, 


Grown ſtale, ſomewhat aged, unfit for my lord, 
Devoid of all paſſion, her appetites cloy'd ; 
While beaux and box-ſwellers her pedigree trace, 
Tell whoſe ſhe has been, from the groom to his grace; 
What ſtyle ſhe has liv'd in, with pleaſure count o'er, 
As they loiter their time at ſome bagnio door; 
While with poverty ſunk, and diſcaſes weigh'd down, 
The elegant Fair One's a girl of the town, 


At length from St. James's to Wapping ſhe ſtray*d 
Her blood all polluted, her ſyſtem decay'd ; N 


(. 24 } 


Oa ſtraw at ſome bunter's ſhe gives up her breath, 
Or in ſome filthy kennel's arreſted by death 

Who ſo lately each pomp and each vanity knew, 
Is now left a horrible fight to the view ; 

Her relick a pitying croud now behold, 

And the elegant Fair to the ſurgeon is ſold. 


— 
ERE AROUND THE HUGE. OAK. 
Sung by BLACKBERRY, in O'Keerrs's Farce called 
Tur FarmER, 


ERE aroynd the huge Oak that o'erſhadows yon M11; 
The fond ivy had dar'd to entwine, 


Ere the church was a ruin that nods on that hill, 


Or a rook built her neſt on that pine; 


Could I trace back the time, a much earlier date, 
Since my foreſathers toil'd in this field; 
And the farm I now hold on your honour's eſtate, 
Is the fame that my grandfather till d. 


He dying bequeath'd to his ſon a good name, 
Which unſully'd deſcended to me ; 

For my child I've preſerv'd it, unblemiſh'd with ſhame, 

And it. ſtill from a ſpot ſhall be fre. 


me, 


THE DISCON3OLATE. SAILOR 


WHEN my money was gone that I gain'd in the wars, 
on And the world 'gan to frown at my fate, 

Nhat matter d my "Zeal, or my much honour'd ſcars, 
When indifference ſtood at each gate: 


The face that would ſmile when my purſe was wel liz*d. 
Shew'd a different aſpect to me; 

nd when I could nought but ingratitude 1 A 

I hied once again to the ſea; 


« 9 
* 
1 thought i it unwiſe to xepine at my lot, 

Or bear with cold looks on the ſhore, 

$0 I pack'd up the trifling remnants I'd got; 


* Anda trifle, alas! was my ſtore. 


\ handkerchief held all the treaſure I had, 1 * 
Which over my ſhoulder I threw ; 

Away then I trudg'd, with a heart rather ws” ges 
To join in ſome jolly ſhip's: cre x. 871 - 


\ 1 
* 
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And Fortune a ſlippery jade: 


Ind 1 vow'd, if once more I could take her in tow, 
1 I'd let the ungrate ful ones ſee, 

hat the turbulent winds and the billows could ſhow 
More kindneſs than they did to me, 


1 . 
2 wiz”. 


2 


he ſea was leſs troubled by far than my mind; © * 
For when the wide main furvey'd,, | 8 
could not help thinking the world was unkind, a 
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THE CARSE OF CCVRY. 


Written by Mr. Vir. 
NA ſhepherd on the daiſy plain, 


Like Donald e'er can pleaſe me; 
For how can they my love obtain, 
Whoſe offers do but teaze me? 
Young Donald dearly doats or me, 
Full weel can I diſco er, 
And praiſe the place wi' tune ſu' glee, 
'That gave me fic a lover: 
Of a' the vallies North of Tu eed. 
 Howe'er ſae green and flow'rx, 
There's nane o' them that can exceed 
The bonny Carſe of Gowry. 


Ye maids in ſilks and ſattins bra', 
O give me your opinion, 

Can ye from outward beauty draw 
Controul in Love's dominion ? 

Ah me! I fear you'll anſwer—“ No! 
*« Sic joy can ne'er botide us; 

« Thro' life *cis not external ſhow— 
FBut mental charms—can guide us. 

Ot a the vallies North o' Tweed. 

Sae fertile and fac flow'ry. 

There's nane o' them that can exceed 

The bonny Carſe of Gowryr, 


Young Donald is fac kind a ſwain, 

My buſom muſt adore him; 
Nae lad on à the rural plain 

Can ever come before him: 
Reclining on yon downy brae, 

His pipe, ſae ſweet and charming, 
Delights me ilka ſummer's day, 

hilft love my heart is warning, 

Of a' the vallies North o' Tweed, 

Sae fertile and fac flow'ry, 
] here's nane o' them that can exceed 
Ihe bonny Carſe of Gowry, 
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THE COACH BOX. 


| Swry hy Mr. COLLINS, in his Bxusn, 


vob may ſeaſt your ears with a fiſe or a drum, 


Ir the catgut tickle, or the wire ſtrum, 


hut next to the ſmack of a ſweet girl's lip, 


\ N 4 
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Ihe muſic for me is the ſmack of the whip. 


CHORUS, 


With my ding dong, daſh along, 
Heigh je ho! heigh je ho! &c. 


At the Stateſmen's driving, the Patriot pouts, 


| While the changes he rings on the is and the ov rs, 


Swearing every Courtier's a Miniſter's hack, 


And none but the Devil is half ſo black. 


When the prodigal fon takes the reigns in his hands, 
And the go-by gives to his houſes and lands, 
With black, white, and brown, his career he runs, 
But, alack! he's at laſt overtaken by the duns. 


But let them ſtill quarter the road of care, 
While 1 on the road have a birth to ſpare, 
If T overtake a friend that is put to the ſhift, 
Overturn me plump, but I'll lend him a lift. 


When a paſſenger, pointing at ten men pack'd 

On the top of the roof, talk'd of Gammon's Act; 
Why, fays I, Maſter Gammon may a great man be, 
But all you can ſay is but gammon to me. 


Once to ride in my coach little Teague had a mind. _ 
But for want of the blunt togk the baſket behind; 
When the great fear, that put poor Paddy in a pother, 
Was the baſket and coach running foul of one another, 


And when to filence all his ſcruples at once, 

He was pitch'd in the boot to ſecure his ſconce, 
Now, ſays he, puſh away, I'll complain no more, 
Since I'm firſt at laſt, tho* behind before, | 
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But wbether before or behind we are ſtow d, 
V hen in life we are over the upland road, 
May the vale of years then the proſpect crown, 
And the journey end in a ſafe ſet down. 


— 


BONNY BET. 
Surg by Mr. JonnsToONE #r the FARMER» $ | 


NO more I'll court the town bred fair, "* 
Who ſhines ia artificial beauty; * 
Her native charms without compare, 8 
Claim all my love, reſpect, and duty. 2 
O my bonny, bonny Bet, ſweet bloſſom, 33 
Was I a king ſo proud to wear thee, 9 
From off the verdant couch I'd bear thee, 1 
To grace thy lover 's boſom. "5 


Yet aſk me where thoſe beauties lie, 
I cannot fay in ſmile or dimple; 


In blooming cheeks, or radiant eye, bl 
*Tis happy nature, wild and ſimple; *J 
O my bonny, bonny Bet, &c. . 
| l 
Let dainty beaux for ladies pine, j 


And ſigh in numbers trite and common, ; 
Ye gods! ane darling.wiſh. be mine, 8 
And all T aſk is lovely woman! * 
O my bonny, bonny Bet, &c. 


Come, deareſt girl, the roſy bowl, 
Like thy bright eye with . pleaſure dancing, 
My heav'n art ob fo take my ſoul, 
Wich rapture every ſenſe.entrancing. 
O my bonny * bonny. Bet, &c. 


| | 
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"7 THE DESPONDING NEGRO. 


e Afric's wide plains, where the lion's now roaring, 
iich Freedom ftalks forth, the vaſt deſart exploring, 
I was dragg d from my hut, and enchain'd as a ſlave, 
| 1 a a dark floating dungeon, upon the ſalt wave. 
i © 0h V8. 
4 Spare a halfpenny! ſpare a halfpenny ! 
1 O! ſpare a halfpenny to a poor Negro! 
To ſs'd on the wild main, I all wildly deſpairing, 
Burſt my chains, ruſh'd on deck, with my eye-balls wide 


Er 
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1 | 1 laring, 

g 7 i When the light'ning's dread blaſt truck the inlets of day, 
And its glorious bright beams ſhut for ever away. 

f The deſpoiler of man then his proſpect thus loſing, 
Of gain, by my ſale, not a blind bargain chuſing ; 


As my value, compar'd with my keeping, was light, 
'1 Had me daſh'd overboard in the dead of the night. 


* 


3 3 And but for a bark to Britannia's coaſt bound then, 
All my cares by that plunge in the deep had been drown'd 
. then; 1 


x 


by But by moonlight deſcried, I was ſnatch'd from the wave, 
And reluctantly robb'd of a watery grave. 

Ho diſaſtrous my fate! freedom's ground tho' I tread q 
bus now, i 
Torn from home, wife and children, and wandering for | 

ws bread now, 

. EE While ſcas roll between us, which ne'er can be croſs'd, 
And Hope's diſtant r in darkneſs are lok. 


(30) 
But of minds foul and fair, when the judge & the Ponder; 
Shall reſtore light and reſt to the blind and the wander, 
J he European's deep dye may out-ri:al the ſloc, 
And the foul of an Ethiop prove white as the ſnow, 


7 q 
5 7 


4 


— — 


THE PLOUGH - BOY. 
Sung in the Farce of the FARMER, 


A FLAXEN-headed cow-boy, as ſimple as may he, 
And next a merry piough-boy, I whiſtled o'er the lea; 
But now a ſaucy fobtman, I itrut in worſted lace, * 
And ſoen III be a butler, and wag my jolly face: "i 
When ſteward I'm promoted, l' ſnip a tradeſman's bill, q 
My matter's coffers empty, my pockets for to fill; 5 
When lolling in my chariot, ſo great a man I'll be, bo 
You'll forget che little plough- boy that whittled o'er the lea. 


EF 


I'll buy votes at elections, but when I've made the pelf, 
I'll ſtand the poil for Parliament, and then vote in my ſelf; 
Whatever's good for me, vir, I never will oppoſe ; bo 
When all my ayes are ſold off, why then I'll fell my noes, 
I'll bawl, harangue, and paragraph, with ſpeeches charm Þ* 

the ear; a 
And when I'm tir'd on my legs, I'll then fit down a Peer, 
In court or city honour, ſo great a man I'll be, N15 
You'll forget the little plough-boy that whiſtled o'er the 

lea. "8 
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GREENWICH MOORINGS. 


* ung by Mr, Pi.BROw, at BERMONDSEY SFA GARDENS, 


* Written by Mr, VIðr. 
bill, 4 WITH timbers green, from childhood's dock, 
4 Buoy'd up by youthful notions, 
3 : My rcving fancy dar'd to mock 
> Tea, bu x The {torms ot raging Ocdans; 
I Thus braving f-ar, my mind became 
pelf, 3h Well ſheath'd wit! emyJa'ion ; : 
elf; Tight rigs'd, on board the good ſhip Fave 
7 I took an eariy ſtatin : 
oes, Nor dreamt, when thus J went to ſea, 
lamm That after hard endurings, 
1 It fo would hap that Com ſhould be 
er, T1 Laid up in Greenwich Moorings, 
the 8 From boy to man, from clime to elime, 


In queſt of glory roaming, 
I weather'd oft and many a time 
Rough gales and billows foaming ; 
Where lightnings flaſh, and thunders jar, 
Where fever'd ſeas are rolling; 
Where m:rmaids ſmile in liquid car, 
Midſt dread tornadoes howling, 
Still Hawſcr's heart was rigg'd with glee, 
In ſpite of palt endurings, 
Nor harbour'd e'cg a thought that he 
Should lie in Greenwich Moorings. 


CS , 
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Whate'er J earnt by fweat of brow, 
Was fquander'd {on in folly ; 

Nor one reflection did beſtow, 
Except on lovely Molly : 

But tho* Love's compaſs (till my heart 
To Molly's charms directed, 

I ne'er from duty did depart, 
Nor Britain's fame negl cted. 

When bit grew ſcant, I went to ſea, 
And lett her fond aſſurings; 

Nor thought my battet'd hull ſhould be 
Laid up in Greenwich Moorings. 


I made my charming girl a vow, 
That barring all miſcarriage, 

I'd take her, when return'd, in tow, 
To plough the ſeas of marriage: 

But, ſad Yeverſe! poor Tom no more 
To faithleſs Poll enticing, 

My ftarboard: limb was ſhiver'd fore, -' 
Beyond the ſkill of ſplicing ; 

I found my fair one's clo:ded brow 
Obfcur'd her late aliuciogs ; 

« Begone!” ſhe cried, ** you're fitteſt now: 
Jo lie in Greenwich Moorings,” 


So to our gracicus King I'll drink, 
And ſucceſs to his navy ; 


O may tell faction deeply fink, 


Faſt grappled by Old Dave! 
Anl tre's to every gy lant tar, 
Braie digt, and fair trader 


In race it Erinin's kind —in war 


ih» ti check cach bo'd invader, 
Vion limb iis than God gave me, 
I ſnre at pait endurings, 
And booze my can ot prog with glee, 
Laid up in Grceuwich Moorings 


THE CHELSEA PENSIONER. 


To xtE—[ibdin's Greenwich Pen/tonere 
Written by Mr. VixT. 


LONG in the Britiſh army 
I prov'd my country's rights, 
And with accounts can charm yp 
Of fieges and of fights; 
Where thouſands oft fell martyrs, - 
Amidſt the rage of trite ; 
While ſome in Chelſea Quarters 
Were billetted for life. ! 


I fought at Bunker's battle, 
Minorca's ſiege was at; 
Where men were {Jain like cattle, g 
Or maim'd—for Lord knows what! 
Vet thoſe who fell not martyrs, 
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But wounded in the ſtrife, 7 
Were ſent to Cheliea Quarters, 1 


And billetted for life. 


"Twas on the plains of Flanders, | 
Near Amand's Wood, I know, * 
Led on by brave commanders, =. 
We met the Gallic foe : 3 
And tho” they fought like Tartars, 
We ended ſoon the {trite ; 
But now in Greenwich Quarters 
I'm billetted for life, 
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YARROW VALE. 


Sung by Mrs, MovunTain, at VAUXKAE2. 


IN Yarrow. vale, by Yarrow ſtream, 
Where love, and youth, and beauty ſtray, 

Oft thro” the twilight's waving gleam 
Sweet Mary trac'd tlic dewy way. 

She ITov'd the meads, the tow'ring trees, 
The fanning of the weſtern gale, 

Yet 15 for ſomething ſtill to pleaſe, 
By Yarrow ſtream, in Yarrow vale. 


In Yarrow vale, by Yarrow ſtream, 


Sweet pleaſuaftn$#%+s, ihe penſive ſaid, 
Here had 51 c the ſhepherd's dream, 
And z@$9%othe the lumb'ring maid ;- 


nguor-muſing rove, 

e lonely woodlark's wail, 
fe woods unheeded rove, 
By Varro ſtream, in Yarrow, vale. 


In Yarrow vale, by Yarrow ſtream, 
Nature his friend, his guardian love, 
Sandy, beneath the moon's ſoft beam, 
Had follow'd Mary thro' the grove : 
He look d, ſhe bluſh'd, he ſpoke, ſhe figh'd, 
Bleſt hour to tell a tender tale; | 
Next morning ſaw the nymph a bride, 
By Yarrow ſtream, in Yarrow vale. 


— | 

THE CONTENTED SHEPHERD, 
Written by Mrs, RoB1Nn30N. 

Sung by Mr. Daktizy, at VAUXHALL, 


BY the fide of a mountain o'erſhadow'd with trees, 
With thick cluſters of vine intermingled and wove, 
I behold my thatch'd cottage, dear manſion of eaſe ! 


The feat of contentment, of friendſhip, and love. 


( F 


Fach morn when I open the latch of my door, 
My heart throbs with rapture to hear the birds fing; 
And at night, when the dance in the village is oer, 
On my pillow I ſtrew the freſh roſes of. ſpring. 


When J hide in the forreſt from noon's ſcorching ray, 
While the torrent's deep murmurs re-echoing ſound, 
When the herds quit their paſtures to quaff the clear Kreamy, 
And the flocks in the vale lie extended around, 

I muſe, but my thoughts are contented and free, 

Fregret not the ſplendor of riches and pride, 

The delights of retirement are dearer to me 

Than the proudeſt appendage to greatneſs allied. 


T ſing, and my ſong is the carol of joy, 

My cheek glows with health like the wild roſe in bloom, 
I dance, yet forget not, tho' blythſome and gay, 

That I meaſure the footiteps that. lead to- the tomb ; 
Contented to live, yet not feartul to die, 

With a conſcience unſpotted I paſs thro? life's ſcene, 

On the wings of delight ev'ry moment ſhall fly, 

And the end of my days be refign'd and ſerene. 


CAROLINE OF DARTMOUTH. 
Written by Mr. Ur rox. 


FAIR Caroline was once my love; 
And I was all to her: 

My ftate I thought een Kings above, 
While ſhe did me prefer. 


To deck her in each coſtly gown, 
I hifted in the war, . 
And bade farewel to Nartmouth Townz. * 
'To try my fate afar. 


I brav'd the hotteſt of the fight, 
As was a ſoldier's due! 
Convine'd my Country's cauſe was right, 
And many a foe I ſlew, 
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At laſt kind Peace her clive way'd, 
0 And Dartmouth town I ſought; 
And many a gem in plunder fav'd, 
To Caroline I brought. 


But ſhe refus'd my hard- got means, 
And deem'd my iſit bold; 

For love, the boaſt of kappier ſcenca, 
Was barter'd ſince for gold, 


Adieu! falſe Caroline, adieu! 
"Ts hard with life to part! 
But harder ſtill to think that you 

Should break a ſoldier's heart ! 


THE BUD OF THE ROSE. 
Sung by BevilLle, in the Farce of Ros ix A. 


HER mouth, which a ſmile, 
Devoid of all guile, 
Half opens to view, is the bud of the roſe; 
Is the bud of the roſe, 
In the morning that blows, 
Impearl'd with the dew. 


More fragrant her breath, 
Than the flow 'r-ſcented heath; 
n the flow'r-ſcented heath at the dawning of day; 
The hawthorn in bloom, 
Or the lily's perfume, 
Or the bloſſoms. of May. 


2 


FAIR SUSANNA. 


ASK if yon damaſk roſe b. an 
That ſcents the ambient "AF 


Then aſk each ſhepherd that 5. 
If dear Suſanna's fair! 


Say, will the vulture quit his pre 
And warble thro' the grove? * 
Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, 


Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


— oe 


-- 


The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, _ 
Ler pride in ſplendor (hine ; . 
Ye bards, unenvy'd, laurels wears. . 
Be tair Suſanna mine, | 


— 2 — 
$- CRIM. CON, 
Writien by Mr, Vixte 


THE world ſure is mad! what the J-uce can folks 2 
I ne'cr. knew the lire in my life; 
From the Ducheſs at Court to the ny mph of the green, 
There's danger in clrufing a wife: 
While Truth's out of ſeaſon, 
Faith, Virtue, and Reaſon, 
With Shame, to the devil are gone 
Fach huſband's fair treaſure 
Can fancy no pleaſure, 
Like that in che charms of CRIM. Con. 
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©» which way you will, fcarce a Don can you me, 
A facour whoſe brow not adorns; | 
Tis well to beware, 'mong ſuch herds in the ſtreet, 
Lei vour eyes be invaded by horns ; 
Now Madam ſo friſky, 
In phae on or whiſkey, 
Likes bett to be driven by John; 
Becauſe he rides faſter, 
She ſwears, than his maſter, 
Nor ſtops till he enters Ca iu. Con, 


Tho? John only jockied as duty had taught, 
And Ma am was the galloper gay, 
The jury decreed him, tho' not worth a groat, 
A purſe of five Hd uſand to pay; + 
Bec auſe the poſtillion, 
Amidſt of a million, 
Had prov'd a moſt wonderful ONE: 
'or holding Lore's bridle, 
He never was idle, 
But won the great prize at CRI. Cox. 


Your grave plodding Cits, from the Nobles at Courty 
A charming example may draw; | 
Nor dread now to revel in Venus's ſport, 
Since Vice hath crept into the Law ; 
While many a poor Jerry 
| Sinys hey doodle derry, 
And tundles the off. pring of John; 
The famous poltillion 
Is drank hy a million 
Of ſweet female friends of CA IM. Cox. 


+ An Iris Jury, ſome time fince, pave a verdi of fiue 


thouſan pounds damages again? a piſlillun, for CIM. Cons 
with ws mytrefs, | 


fue 


2 No 


; 
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TWO BUNCHES A PENNY, PRIMROSES, 


Sung by Mi. FRANKLIN, at VAUXHALL» 
Written by Mr. Ur rox. 


WHEN nature firſt ſalutes the ſpring, 
And fields all green appear, 

The feather'd tribes their mattins ſing, 
And nail the verdant year. 

But tho' the country boaſts ot ſweets 
Unlike to thoſe in town, 

How ſweet to hear, in London ftreets, 
What's cried both up and down, 

Two bunches a penny primroſes, two bunckes a penny. 


Stern winter may enrobe with ſnow 
Each valley, dale, and hall, 
Throughout the world bid tempeſts blow, 
And freeze the bubbling rill ; 
Yet ſpring will come, with ſmiling face, 
And ſpread each joy around, 
Give freedom to the wat'ry race, 
And wake the pleaſing ſound, 
Two bunches, &c. 


Thus winter muſt to ſpring give way, 
As ſeaſons roll along, 

The thorn-bud bloſſom with the May, 
The lark reſume his ſong ; 

And tho? the country b) aits of ſweets 
Unknown to thuſe in town, 

How ſweet to hear, in London ftreets, 
What's cried both up and down, 

Two bunches, &e, - 


..1\ 


The jury decreed , tho' not worth a groat, 
u 


1 


So which way you will, fcarce a Don can you med, 
A favour whoſe brow not adorns ; 
Tis well to beware, 'mong ſuch herds in the ſtreet, 
Lei vour eyes be invaded by horns 4 
Now Madam ſo friſky, 
In phae on or whiſkey, 
Likes belt to be driven by John; 
Becauſe he rides faſter, 
She ſwears, than his maſter, 
Nor ſtops till he enters Crim. Con, 


Tho? John only jockied as duty had taught, 
And la am was the galloper gay, 


A purſe of five ſand to pay; + 
Pecauſe the poſtillion, 
Amidf of a million, 
Had prov'd a moſt wonderful ONE: 
or holding Lore's bridle, 
He never was idle, 
But won the great prize at CRI. Con, 


Your grave plodding Cits, from the Nobles at Courty 
A charming example may draw; | 
Nor dread now to revel in Venus's ſport, 
Since Vice hath crept into the Law; 
While many a poor Jerry 
Sings hey doodle derry, 
And tondles the off-pring of John; 
The famous poltillion 
Is drank hy a million 
Of ſweet female friends of Ca iu. Cox. 


+ 4n Ir Jury, fome time finite, pave a verdi of five 
thouſans pounds damages again? a pftillizn, for CAI. Cons 
with wid myſtrefs, . 
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TWO BUNCHES A PENNY, PRIMROSES, 


Sung by Mrs. FRANKELI u, at VAUXHALL. 
Written by Mr. Ur rox. 


WHEN nature firſt ſalutes the ſpring, 
And fields all green appear, 
The feather'd tribes their mattins ſing, 
And nail the verdant year. 
But the' the country boatts of ſweets 
Unlike to thoſe in town, 
How ſweet to hear, in London ſtreets, 
What's cried both up and down, 
Two bunches a penny primroſes, two bunckes a penny. 


Stern winter may enrobe with ſnow 
Each valley, dale, and hall, 

Throughout the world bid tempeſts blow, 
And freeze the bubbling rill ; 

Yet ſpring will come, with ſmiling face, 
And ſpread each joy around, 

Give freedom to the wat'ry race, 

And wake the pleaſing found, 

Two bunches, &c.- 


Thus winter muſt to ſpring give way, 
As ſeaſons roll along, 

The thorn-bud bloſſom with the May, 
The lark reſume his ſong ; 

And tho' the country b- aits of ſweets 
Unknown to thuſe in town, 

How ſweet to hear, in London ſtreets, 

What's cried both up and down, 

Two bunches, &t£, + 
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DEAR WILLY. 
Sung by Miſs MitNeg at Vauxtalis 


/ 


| 
BLYTH Willy woos me ſoon and late, 
| He's ever in my ſight, 
100 He ſays I am his bonny Kate, 
3 His love and heart's delight. 
| 


Ye laſſes, tell me what to do, 


r 
— oe. +. 


Perhaps I may be filly, 


—  — — — 


| But ſure it's right to buckle too, 
| And marry my dear Willy. 
| 

' 

* 


The laddy loos no other maid, 
I ken, than ſimple me; 

He's gear in ſtore, and muckle trade, 
And then, how fond is he! 

Ye lafſes, tell me what to do, 
Perhaps I may be ſilly, 

But ſure it's right to buckle too, 
And marry my dear Willy. 
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My mither and my father, mind, 
Have given their conſent, 

And 1 am nearly half inclin'd, 
But fear | may repent ! 

Ye laſſes, tell me what to do, 
Perhaps I may be filly, 

But faith, I think I'll buckle too, 
And marry my dear Willy. 
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JACK OAK UM 
Favourite Sea Song. 


THE Buſy Crew their ſails unbending, 
The ſhip in harbour ſafe arriv'd, 

Jack Oakum all his perils ending, 
Had made the port where Kitty liv'd, 


His rigging, no one dare attack it; 
Tight fore and aft, above, below, 
Long-quarter*d ſhoes, check ſhirt, blue jacket, 
With trouzers like the driven ſnow. 


His honeſt heart with pleaſure glowing, 
He flew like lightning to the ſide; 
Scarce had he been a boat's length rowing, 
Before his Kitty he eſpy'd. | 


A flowing pendant gaily flutter'd 
From her neat-made hat of ſtraw ; 

Red were her cheeks, when firſt we utter'd 
It was her ſailor that ſhe ſaw.“ 


And now the gazing crew ſurround her, 
While ſecure from all alarms; 

Swift as a ball from a nine-pounder, 
They dart into each other's arms. 


AIR. 
Sung by Mr, BANNISTER, in LOVE IN A VILLAGE. 


THE world is a well furniſh'd table, 
Where gueſts are promiſc*cufly ſet; 
We all fare as well as we're able, 
And fcramble for what we can get, 
My fimile holds to a tittle, 
Some gorge, while ſome ſcarce have a taſle; 
But if I'm content with a little, 
Enough is as good as a {caſt, 


E 
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WE SHALL LIVE TOGETHER LADDIE, 


The much admired Scotch Song, 


Sung by Mrs. MounTAIN, at VAUXHALL. 


WRITTEN BY MR, UPTON, 


KIRKALDY is a bonny place, 
And Jemmy liv'd beſide it, 

*T was there we ſaw each other's face, 
Whatever may betide it ; 

But be it ill, or be it not, 
I dinna care a feather, 

For ſoon at kirk we'll tie the knot, 
And we ſhall live together! 

O, we ſhall live together, Lady, 
We ſhall live together! 


My Mither raves from morn to night, 
And ſays I mult grow older; 
Yet ſhe is ſeldom in the right, 
As Father's often told her; 
So let her ſcold, and let her frown, 
I dinna care a feather ; 
The Parſon will be ſoon in town, 
And we ſhall live together ! 


O, we ſhall live together, Laddy, 
We ſhall live together! 


My Mither vows it ſhanna be, 
When Father is not near her; 
But ſince we've made a friend of he, 
I dinna muckle fear her! 
Por be ſhe right, or be ſhe wrong, 
I dinna care a feather, 
Since we're to mariy ere it's long, 
1 Hoe ſhall live together ! 
O, we ſhall live together, Laddy ! 
We ſhall live together ! 
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THE VAUXHALL GYPSEY, 
A FAOURITE SONG, 
Sung by Miſs MILNR- 


COME hither, ye youths, and attend to my call, 
I'm the poor little gypſey that fings at Vauxh ill, 
Who has cu:ning enough, if you croſs but her hand, 
To know whether fate will obey her command. 
Then liſt to my call, 
Whether ſober cr typſey, 
Attend to the gypſey, 
The poor lil: gypſey that fings at Vauxhall, 


Some youths who're in love, and can live on a ſigh, 
May be anxious to gueſs at their fair-one's reply; 
If ſhe ſhews her white teeth aud for ever is gay, 
Love is ſad, and you only are in—a fad way. 
You'll ſhortly fing ſmall, — 

No longer —ſe ipſe: 

So mind you the gypſey, 
The poor little gypſey that fings at Vauxhall. 


< . 2, * * © Xw Am) BEI, PRE * fk 3 . 2 t wag 4 PLES 5 . + 


The ſweet little Miſs juſt arrived at her teens, 
Whe cinnot make out what the Gentleman means, 
Begs Teacher to ſuffer her lot may be told her, 
Whether“ Huſband and Coach,“ as in time ſh2 grows 
older ? | 

Then come to my call, 

So friſky and whip-ſe, 

And mind you the gipſey, 
The poor little-gypſey that ungs at Vauxhall. 


Would you all wiſh to know then the fortune of all, 
Here come to my levee at merry Vauxhall, 
Where croſs gypſey's hand with a ſmall bit of ſtuff, 
No man but ſhall jay, I give bleſſings enough. 
Then be bleſt one and all, 
Either ſober or tipſey, 
Remember the gypſey, 
The poor liltle gypſey that ſings at Vauxball. 
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{H1THER, MARY, HITHER COME. 


A FAVOURITE SONG, * 


Sung by Maſter PHELPS, at VAUXBALL. 


HITHER, hither, Mary, hither, hither come, 
And taſte with me the vernal bloom; 

Here the fragrant hawthorn blows, 

Here blooms the pink and bluſhing roſe: 
};1ther come with me to prove 

Th- ſu eet delights of mutual love. 


licher, hither, Mary, hither, !ither come, 
Make this bow'r thy peaceful home, 
Tafte the bliſs of rural eaſe, 
\1:tchleſs joys of love and peace: 
liber come with me to prove 


i he ſweet delights of mutual love. 


Uther, hither, Mary, hither, hither come, 
No longer from thy lover roam, 

Theſeu Eobts come ſhare with me, 
Juature miles to welcome the s 

„ „ „ „tan me oprue 
„ eligut ef mutual love. 


ou, COME, SWEET MARY, COME TO MF 


* 


Sung by Mr. INCLEDON, in the Entertainment of 
SPRIGs OF LAUREL, 


WHEN night, and left upon my guard, 
Nor whiſp'ring breeze, nor leaf is heard, 
And ſtars between cloſe branches pcep, 
And birds are huſh'd in downy fleep, 

My ſoul to ſofteſt thoughts reſign'd, 

And lovely Mary fills my mind; 

At every noiſe, for blut Who's there? 
I geutly breathe, ** is't thou, my fair? 
Thy dying Soldier haſte and ſee, 

Oh, come, ſweet Mary, come to me.” 


a 


As on my pot thro” blaze of day, 
The wretched, happy, ſad, and gay, 
In quick ſucceſſion move along, 

I ſce, nor hear the paſſing throng ; 
My ſoul ſo wrapt in Mary's charms, 
I hug my muſquet in my arms: 

So, all of paſſion, joy and grief, 
When comrades bring the glad relief, 
I cry, thy Soldier baile aud ſee, 

Oh, come, ſweet Mary, comie to me ! 


THE MIDSHIPMAN. 
: Sung by Mrs. MARTYR, in SeRIGs Of LAUREL, 


I'M here or there a jolly dog 
At land or ſea I'm all a-gog, 
To fight, or kits, or touch the grog, 

For I'm a jovial midſhipman, 
A ſmart young midſhipman, 
A little midſhipman, 

To fight, or kiſs, or touch the grog, 
Oh! I'm a jovial midſhipman. 


My honours free from ſtain or ſpeck, 
The fore-maiſt men are at my beck, 
With pride I walk the quarter-deck, 
For I'm a ſmart young midſhipman, &c, 


I mix the pudding for our meſ:, 
In uniform then neatly dreſs ; 
The Captain aſks (no need to preſs). 

Come dine with me, young midſhipman, &c. 
Whe Royal William comes on vo ri, 
By England's navy all ador'd, 
From him JI ſometimes pais the word, 

Tho' I'm an humble midihipman, & 
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A GLASS IS GOOD. 


Sung by Mr. MUNDEN, ia SPR1Gs OF, LAURE:, 


A GLASS is good, and a laſs is good, 
And a pipe to ſmoke in cold weather; 

The world is good, and the people are good, 
And we're all good fellows together. 


A bottle it is a very good thing, 
With a good deal of good wine in it ; 
A Song is good, when a body can fing, 
And to tiniſh we muſt begin it. 


A glaſs is goed, &e, 


A table is good, when ſpread with good cheer, 
And good company ſitting round it ; 

When a good way off, we're not very near, 
And for ſorrow, the devil confound it. 


A glaſs is good, &c, 


A friend is good, when you're out of good luck, 
For that's a good time to try him; 

For a Juſtice good, the haunch of a buck, 
With ſuch a good preſent you buy him. 


A glaſs is good, &c. 


A fine 0'd woman is good when ſhe is dead, 


A rogue very good for good hanging ; 
A fool is good, by the 0 be led, 


My good Song deſerves a good banging, 
A glaſs is good, &c. 


BEN's DEPARTURE, 
Sung by Mr. DarLEY, at VAUXHALL». 


WRITTEN BY MR. VINT, 


BEN BOWLING, a true-hearted Tar, 
A right gallant Son of Old Ocean, 
Elate with the rumours of war, 
Soon felt all his courage in motion; 
The King, he ſaid, muſt be obey'd, 
So, Molly, a truce to thy wailing; 
For ſee, every anchor is weigh'd, 
And all the Fleet ready for ſailing: 
Then kiſſing his charmer, withdrew, 
But often turn'd kindly to hail her; 
While Molly ſigh'd faintly adieu! 
Invoking fucceſs to her Sailor. 


Behold the Fleet now under way, 
Their topſails are ſwell'd by 1 breezes; 

What beauty their ſtreamers diſplay, 
What grandeur the proſpect increaſes! 

See, ſee, down the Channel they ſtretch, 
To glory and victory ſteering ; 

While proudly the crowd on the beach 
Salute the bold Heroes with cheering : 

And ſtill, while his charmer's in view, 
Ben often turns kindly to hail her; 

While Molly fighs faintly adi eu! 
Invoking ſucceſs to her Sailor, 


Should France, amid thunder and ſmoke, 
Her navy build hopes of ſucceſs on, 
Depend on't, our tru: hearts of oak 
Will teach her an old Engliſh lefſon ;— 


G 


May Ben, for bis dear Molly's ſ.ke, 

Return again laden with treaſure, 
And, taking her under his wake, 

Moor ſafe in the harbour of Pleaſure ; 
That Ben, when again he ſhall view 

His charmer, with rapture may hail her; 

And Molly, who late ſigh'd adieu! 

Glad g:eet the return of her ſailor. 


YOU'LL CONQUER YOUR MAN. 


An 
Sung by Mr. SeEDGWick, at VAUXHALL GARDENS, * 
| - ] 
o 4 
Written by Mr. Ur rox. Fo 


DEAR Ladies, if love is the plan you purſue, 
Whether fingle or married, I'll giv: you advice, 
I'll prove your phyſician, and counſellor too, 
And aſk in return, but your ſmiles as my price. 
Firſt, you that wou'd join in the conjugal band, 
And wiſh to get married as ſoon as you can, 
Let love and good temper c'er go hand in hand, 
Ard then never doubt but ygu'll conquer your man, 


Next, you that are married, and wiſh to remain, 
E'er pleaſing and lovely wherever you go; 
In your minds, charming Ladies, this maxim retain, 
When a huſband ſays Yes, never anſwer him No, 
Should he frown, with a {mile his i!]-nature repay, 
"Tis proof of indulgence- but humour the plan ; 
And if now and then you but him give his way, 
Of this never doubt but you'll conquer your man. 


T.et this be your plan, whether virgins or wives, 
And, Ladies, believe me, you're ſure to be right; 
Good temper's the pill to make happy your lives ; 
Tis the balm of affection and ſource af delight; 
The term calld* Obey, which yuu chance may have heard, 
ls compris'd in ſuch limits, you eaſy may ſpan, 
Be kind and good-temper'd compoſes the word— 
Do this, * Ae doubt but you'll conquer, your man. 


( 49 ) 
POOR JACK's RETURN. 


Tune - Poo R JACK, 
Written by Mr. VIX r. 


VHAT cheer, my dear girl, didn't I tell you as how, 
That “ perhaps I ſhould laughing come back?“ 
Now you plainly perceive that my words are come true, 
So accept a ſalute from Poor Jack : 

ly heart's rigg'd with truth, and my honeſty tight, 
Not a ſtripe of falſe colours I wear 

And the compaſs of Love hath directed me right, 
To b: bleſt with the charms of my fair: 

So, d'ye ſee, that the Chaplain. may ſplice us in one, 
Let me ſteer thee to Hymen's kind ſhore; 

For Jack is reſolv'd, until that ſhall be done, 
To depart from his Polly no more. 


Let your ſine courtly lubbers palaver and boaſt, 
Who ne'er ſail'd on Sincerity's main; 

Let 'em cowardly ſkulk upon Flattery's coaſt ; 
Such buccaneer ſwabs I diſdain. | 

It ne'er ſhall be faid that Jack yet has to learn 
How to guard ſuch a confort as you ; | 

Do you think I'll croud canvas, and drop you aflern 
No! ſhiver my jib if 1 d! 

fo new, my dear G11, let me take thee in tow, 
Since again I'm ſafe anchor'd on fhore 

Fer until *fore the Chaplain I've plighted my vow, 
I'll dep:rt from my Polly no more. 


Let the mi'd breeze of Virtue ſtill waft thee thro? life, 
By the belm of fair Conſtancy ftecr ; 

Then the rocks, & t e (hols, & the quickſan!s of ſtriſe, 
Start my p'auks, if you ever need fear: 

Cauſe why, d'ye mint, while that ſweet little youth 
Sits ſmi ing on wa ch up above, 

Can the tempeſt of Fate ſnap the cable of Truth, 
Or drag from the anchor of Love? 

So coil up your doubts, my dear Polly, nor think 
To be wreck'd on Misfortune's lee-ſhore ; 

Sould Adverſity board us, together we'll fink, 
Al! never to part any more, 


- 
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O my Shipmates, remember! our Chaplain would ſa 
(On bis log- book he preached to us oft) J 
There's a M1GuTY ComMANDER, whom all muſt o 
That will order good Seamen aloft ! | 
Then avaſt, my ſweet girl, ſwab the lights of your (ay 1 
Don't let ſniv*ling your pleaſure annoy ; ? 
O my ümbers! I like not ſuch ſqualls to take place, 
On the ſmooth-boſom'd ocean of Joy: 
Bear a hand then, my love, with the current of Bliss 
Let's be ſtretching for Hymen's kind ſhore ; 
For until we're united, depend upon this, | 
I'll depart from my Polly no more, 


WE SOLDIERS DRINK, WE SOLDIERS SIN 
Sung by Mr. DARLEY, at VAUXHALL. | 


WE ſoldiers drink, we ſoldiers ſing, 

We fight our foes, and love our king, 
Are ever briſk and jolly, 
Are ever briſk and jolly, 

We know no care in peace or war, 

We know no care in peace or war; 

We aſk no wealth but fame and health, 
A knapſack and a Dolly. 


When mirth invites, we ſeldom think; 

When honour calls, we never ſhrink ; 
But, ſcorning melancholy, 

Alert and gay, we march away 

To foreign parts with cheerful hearts, 
A knapſack and a Dolly. 


Tf doom'd to fall, the gord and brave 

Will dew with tears their ſoldier's grave; 
Thus ſadneſs is a folly, 

His dauntleſs ſword Faire will record, 

His comrade dear will prize and cheer 
His knapſack and his Dolly. 


Then come, my noble heroes, come, 
With ſprightly fife, and echoing drum, 
With minds elate and jolly ; 
Let's take the field, nor ever yield 
To Fortune's frowns, till conqueſt crowns 
Our knapſack and our Dolly, 


_— 
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THE LIGHT OF THE MOON. 
Sung by Mr. DARL EV, at VAUXHALL GARDENS, 


i day is departed, and round from the clouds 
= The moon in her beauty appears, 
e voice of the nightingale warbles aloud 
The muſic of love in our ears; 
aria appears, now the ſeaſon ſo ſweet, 
While the beat of the heart is in tune, 
e time 1s ſo tender for lovers to meet, 
Alone by the light of the moon. 


annot when preſent unfold what I feel, 
I figh, can a lover dv more ? 
r name to the ſhepherds I never reveal, 
Yet I think of her all the day o'er ; 
aria, my love, do you long for the grove, 
Do you ſigh for an interview ſoon, 
des e'er a kind thought run on me as you rove 
Alone by the light of the moon ? 


dur name from the ſhepherds whenever I hear, 

My boſom is all in a glow, 

our voice when it vibrates ſo ſweet thro' my ear, 
My heart thrills, my eyes overflow ; 

e powers of the ſky, will your bounty divine 
Indulge a fond lover tis boon, 

all heart ſpring to heart, and Maria be mine, 
Alone by the light of the moon ? | 
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'TIS NO FAULT OF MINE. 
A FAVORITE SONG, 
Sung by Mrs. FRANKLIN. 


WRITTEN BY MR. GOODWIN, 


1 

YOUNG Damon has woo'd me a monſtrous long tl { 
I dare ſay 'tis a twelvemonth at leaſt, \ 

But courtſhip's ſo pleaſant, when youth's in its pm 1 
The date of it cannot be gueſs'd, ] 

Oh, how I did laugh when I thought I cou'd vex, 


Or cauſe him in anguiſh to pine, 
Indeed *tis the faſhion with all our kind ſex, 
So you know it is no fault of mine. 


The more conſtant he grew, the more flippant was! 
In his figh I enjoy'd freſh delight, 

When he aſk'd for a kiſs, tho' I long' d to comply, 
Yet I tortur'd myſelf out of ſpite ; 

When he found me relolv'd, all his hopes to perplc 
He fosſook me and left me to pine; 

Indecd *tis the faſhion with that cruel ſex, 
So you know it was no fault of mine. 


How ſhort were the moments when Damon was nel 
Now each minute's as long as a day, 

And winter's dark mantle envelops the year 
Tbo' then ev*ry ſeaſon was May. 

I'll ſeek the dear youth, and, to heal the keen im? 

Declare I to pity incline, 

If then he refuſes my hand and my heart, : 

Why you know 'twill be no fault of mine. 


THE BROWN JUG. 


DEAR Sir, this Brown Jug, that now foams with mild ale 
(Out of which I will drink to ſweet Kate of the Vale) 
Was once Toby Filpot, a thirſty old ſoul, 

As e'er drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl; 

In boozing about, 'twas his praiſe to excel ; 


And amongſt jolly topers he bore off the bell. 


It chanc'd as in dog days he fat at his caſe, 

In his flow'r-wov'n arbour, as gay as you pleaſe ; 
With a friend, and a pipe, ine * ſorrow away, 
— with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
Mis breath-doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he dy'd full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 
And time into clay had reſolv'd it again, 

A potter found out in its convert ſo ſnug, 

And with part of fat Toby he made this Brown Jug. 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale; 
So here's to my lovely, ſweet Kate of the Vale. 


—  — 


THE PIPE AND JUG, | 
MY true hearty fellows, who ſmoke with ſuch glee, 


To beg your attention for once I'Il make free, 
And ſing of our pipes, while thus merry and ſnug, 
We lighten our cares, as we lighten our jug; 

This Jug, which from Toby its origin boaſts— 
Old Toby! whoſemem'ry 31 ens our toaſts. 


Then forming theſe Pipes, he advis'd fly and ſnug, 


WHPN TI took my departure from Dublin's ſweet town, 


(54) 
Toby's fame, like his ſize, ſpreads ſo great by his ale, 
That for Agnes, no room could be found in the tale; 
Honeſt Agnes, the ſocial ſupport of his life, 
Both for quaffing and ſize, was well pair'd as his Wife 
Therefore, ſinging her praiſe, we with joy will regale, 
Whilſt our Pipes and our Jug give a zeſt to our ale. 


The Potter, who ſhrewdly found 'Toby's remains, 
Thought to viſit again there might anſwer his pains, | 
Where, in brief, he found Agnes, whoſe ſize (as her li 
Made her qualify'd duly to lie as his wife; 0 
Her fair fame, all the village inceſſantly quote; 
Whoſe Vicar the following Epitaph wrote. 


*© Agnes Philpot, the wife of old Toby renown'd, ; 
Who liv'd whilſt on earth, now lies dead in this ground; 
Old Care of her grieving for Toby, to bilk, | 
dhe ſoften'd her trouble with brandy and milk: L 
** dwoln with filky ſhe thrir'd, till her ſkin gave a crack, 
And Death popping in, laid her here on her back.” 


At theſe lines our ſhrewd potter a happy thought ſtarted, 
'That Toby and Agnes ſhould never be parted ; 

So he took of her clay, which was white as her milk, 
And tempor'd with brandy, till ſofter than filk ; 


That we kiſs her fair Clay, and ſhake hands with his Jg. 


—_ 


PADDY BULL's EXPEDITION. 


And for England's own ſelf thro? the ſeas I did plough, 
For four long days I was toſs'd up and down, 
Like a quid of chew'd hay in the throat of a cow; 
While afraid off the deck in the ocean to ſlip, fir, 
I clung like a cat a fait hold for to keep, fir, 
Round about the big poſt that grows out of the ſhip, fir: 
Oh! I never thought more to ſing Lango Lee. 


Thus ftanding Heck ſtill all the while I was moving, 
Until l-elaud's coalt I ſaw clean out of fight ; 

Myſelt che next day a true Iriſhman proving, _ 
Weng leaving the ſuip on the ſhore for to light: 


t 


the board they put out was too narrow to quarter, 
he firſt ſtep I took I was in ſuch a totter, 

hat I jump'd upon land—to my neck up in water, 
Oh! that was no time to ſing Lango Lee. 


at, as ſharp cold and hunger I never yet knew more, 


And my ſtomach and bowels did grumble and growl, 


W thought the beſt way to get each in gocd humour, 


Was to take out the wrinkles of both, by my ſoule: 


o I went to a houſe where roaſt meat they provided, fir, 
Wich a whirligig, which up the chimacy I ſpy d, fir, 
And which grinds all their ſmoke into powder beſide. 


d. 


*Tis true as I m now ſinging Lango Lee, 


Then I went to the landlord of all the ſtage-coaches, 

That ſet ſail for London each night in the week; 
To whom I obnoxiouſly made my approaches, - 

As a birth aboard one I was come tor to feek ; 
But as for the inſide I'd no caſh in my calket— 
Says I, With your leave, I make boid, fir, to aſk it, 
« When the coach is gone off, pray what time goes the 

baſket, 
For there I can ride and fing Lango Loe. 


When making his mouth up—* The baſket {ſays he) fir, 
* Goes after the coach a full hour or two.“ 
„Very well, fir ſays I) that's the thing then for me, fir,” 

But the devil a word that he told me was true ; 
For tho? one went before and the other behind, fir, 
They ſat off cheek by jole at the very ſemc time, fir, 
So the ſame day, at night, I ſet aut by moonſhine, fir, 
All alone by myſelf ſing ing Lango Lee, 


Oh! long life to the moon, for a brave noble creature, 
That ſerves us with lamp-light each night in the dark; 

While the ſun only ſhines in the day, which, by nature, 
Wants no light at all—as you all may remark ; 

But, as for the moon, by my ſoul, I'll be bound, fir, 

It would ſave the whole nation a great many pounds, fir, 


To ſubſcribe for to light her up all the year round, fir, 


Or I'll never ſing more about Lango Lee. 
E 2 
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CUPID TRIUMPHANT, 


NOW's the time for mirth and glee, 

Sing, and love, and laugh with me; 

Cupid is my theme of ſtory, 

*Tis his godſhip's fame and glory. 
How all bend unto his law. 

_ Ha! ha! ha! &c. 


O'er the grove and o'er the gay, 

Cupid takes his ſhare of play ; 

He makes heroes quit their glory ; 

He's the god moſt fam'd in Rory 

Bending them unto his law— 
Ha! ha! ha! &c, 


Sly the urchin deals his darts, 
Without pity piercing hearts ; 
Cupid triumphs over paflions, 
Not regarding modes or faſhions ; 
Firmly fix'd is Cupid's law— 
Ha! ha! ha! &c. 


You may doubt theſe things are true, 
But they're facts, 'twixt me and you; 
Then ye men and maids be wary, 
How you meet before you marry ; 
Cupid's will is ſolely law 


THE SOLDIER'S DEPARTURE. 
Written by Mr. VI Nr. 


HY, Molly, dear girl, do you whimper and ſob, 
And figh till your heart's like to burſt ? 
hat tho? a rude bullet ſhould ſtrike off my nob, 
Mine ſurely will not be the firſt ; 
d Death, you muſt know, in the purple-dy'd field, 
Regards neither rank nor degree ; 
for when the grim tyrant Fate's weapon doth wield, 
He'd as lief ſtrike the General as me: 
Then chear up, my charmer, no longer complain, 
But baniſh your ſorrow afar ; 
t may be that I ſhall come ſafe home again, 
Enrich'd with the trophies of war, 


o' it ſo be enrell'd in the muſter of Fate, 
That amidſt the dread battle's alarm, 
*oor Tom ſhall receive a hard rap on the pate, 
Or be lopt of a leg or an arm; 
dhall I folk from duty when Glory doth call, 
Shall Britain invite me in vain ? 
ho the turf be my pillow—my breakfaſt, a ball, 
Why damn me, if 5 1 _ lain: 
do it argufies nothing, dear Molly, to cry, 
Loc ob {till to —＋ be a ig bo | 
ere's a juſt God of Battle that hovers on high, 
May reward me with trophies of war. 


Miſt dangers undaunted a ſoldier ſhould roam, 
Endow'd with the ſoul of a man; 

While foplings and fribbles may caper at home, 
Whoſe life's a mere flaſh in the pan. 
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But if I am deſtin'd to die in my bed, 
And not in a battle be flain, a 
Why chen it may happen, with laurels o'erſpread, 
I'lt ſee my dear Molly again: | 


Then a truce to your waking, ſweet girl, ceaſe to cry, a ts 

Don't you know, while-I'm fighting afar, - 
The a juſt God of Battle, that hovers on high, 

May reward me with trophies of war, = 

= 

PEG JUNIPER, 

Surg by Mr. Joh AN NO, at ASTLEY's Theatre, | 

| Ine 

WITH bon Geneve here's honeſt Peg, dun 

From Bruſſel's famous city; arra 

From camp to camp, with glaſs and keg, ou 

For ſoldiers ſmart and pretty. don 

And oft the ſerſeant deigns to cry, F. 

As Peg is paſſing careleſs by id, 


What, lovely, is it you? come here, you little devil, 1 
word with you; what haye you?—* Geneve, your ho- i 4 
Nour,” ſays I, “would you pleaſe to taſte it? Damn 22 
your Geneve, ſays he, “ kiſs me prettily, and T'll give 
you ſomething.” —© Lord, Sir!“ ſays I, how can you 
talk ſo profane? would you ruin my character ?—* Curk 
your character,“ replies he,! what's that to me.” —'Thank 
you, Sir,“ ſays I, its only 

Lira, Lira la! Lira, Lira la! 
b With a jolly ſoldier, 


Sometimes when the ſun is down, 
And ſoldiers drink together, 4 
The ſong and tary blithe goes round, 5 
In ſpite of wind or weather - 
While oft the drummer ſlips away, 
And thus to Peg is heard to ſay 


Peggy, my keg of ſweets, you do not love me ? you 
have broke the drum-fiicks of mygteart, you jade, and do 
not pity me Pity the devil,“ fays I. “you piece 0 
parchment, what do you want with me i- Come, none 0! 
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our winking, fellow, what do you take me for?“ —“ Ay 
Angel,” ſays he, and I'll play ſuch a rub-a-dub upon 
our lips, my charmer,”—** Play a rub-a-dub upon my 
get out,” ſays I, © I know what you're after, but 


ts 
Lira, Lira la! Lira, Lira la! 


With a jolly ſoldier. 


Oft the gallant Major ſteals to poor Peg moſt filly, 
And his itory ſoon reveals with each art fo wily ; 
Vet I ſmilling bid him go, 
With a fye, dir, O, no, no! 


Bon Geneva, your honour? nothing elſe I aflure you 
never ſell any thing that I am aſhamed of—** Blood and 
dunds!“ ſays he, do you take me for a gin-drinker ?— 
arrah, be aiſy, and I'll not hurt you, child,” —“ Bleſs 
our honour,” ſays I, but conſider my virtue. Oh 
don't mention it, ſays he, how old are you, honey? 
Forty- four, you honour,” ſays IJ. © you are a tend 
id, ſays he, for the devil to pick ;—come here, W ile 
give you a bit of a ſqueeze; do you love an Iriſhman ?— 
* Ah, your honour,” ſays I,“ don't aſk we, when you 
Know 1ts | 

Lira, Lira la! Lira, Lira la! 

With a jolly ſoldier, 
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THE LASS OF RICHMOND HILL. 


Lung by Mr. INCLEDON @t VAUXHALL, 


ON Richmond Hill there lives a laſs, 
More bright than May-day morn ; 

Whoſe charms all other maids ſurpaſs— 
A roſe without a thorn. 

This laſs ſo neat, with ſmiles ſo ſweet, 

* Has won my right good will; 

I'd crowns reſign, to call her mine 


Sweet Laſs of Richmond Hill! 


mY wo 


Ye zephyrs gay that fan the air, 
And wanton thro” the grove, 
O! whiſper to my charming fair, 

I dic for her and love. 
his laſs ſo neat, &c, 


How happy will the ſhepherd be 
Who calls this nymph his own! 
O! may her choice be fix'd on me 

Mine's fix'd on her alone. 
This laſs ſo neat, &c. 


AIR. 


Sung in the CHILDREN IN THE Woo, 


THERE was Dorothy Dump, would mutter & mum 7 
And cry“ my dear Walter, heigho!” 

But no ſtep ſhe could take, would my conſtancy ſluk: 
For ſhe had a timber toe, 


There was Rebecca Roſe, with her aquiline noſe, 
Who cried “ For you Walter, I die,” 

But I laugh'd at each glance ſhe threw at me aſkan; 

| For ſhe had a gimblet-eye. 


There was Tabitha Twiſt had a mind to be kiſſed, 
And made on my heart an attack; 

But her love I derided, for ſhe was lop-ſided, 
And curſedly warp'd in the back, 


There was Barbara Brian, who always was crying 
« Dear youth put an end to my woes,” 

But to ſave 1n her head all the tears that ſhe ſhed, 
Nature gave her a bottle-noſe, 
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The COMPACT of FREEDOM. 


As ſung by Mr Havywres, at the Theatre Royal, Mindſor, 
before Their Maj fties aud the Royal Family, 


REAT Britain ſtill her Charter boaſts, 
Which Heav'n benignly gave; 


]ho' hoſtile pow'rs ſurround our coaſts, 


Out dar.ing land we'll fave. 
Our darling, &c. 


Old England will be England ſtill, 
And aid each good ally, 
Nor dread alarms, 
While Britiſh Arms, 
Are crown'd with Victory, 
Nor dread, &c, 


When Princes take the lead in war, 
'To guard a Nation's Laws : 

The yeoman ſcorns each threat'ning ſcary 
And joins the common cauſe. 


Cld England, &c. 


Let Valour now with mercy blend, 
While juftice ſtrikes the blow; 
Our Rights preſerve, our King defend, 
And ſcovrge a haughty foe, | 
Old England, &c. 


There one impregnant Phalanx ſtands, 
To aſſert great Fate's decree ; 

Kine, Lokrvs, and Commons joining hands, 
Protect our LiBERTY, 


Old England, &c, 
F 


— 


„ —ͤ » 2 ˙ «4c „ 
> , , 


( 62 ) ' 
A LOYAL SONG. 
Sung by Mr HAx Mrs, at the Theatre Royal, Winaj,y, 


OME, come loyal Britons, lets chearfully ſing, 
The excellent Virtues of G our great King; 
They blaze with refulgence ſuperbly they ſhine, 
May Heav'n ſurround him with bleflings divine! 
And that ev'ry Briton may chearfully ſay, 
God bleſs him, preſerve him, and keep him, I pray! 
Come away, come away, let's aſſociate I pray, 
And your love, zeal and loyalty ever diſplay. 


May thoſe who ſurrouud him his perſon revere, 

Improv'd by example, be true and ſincere ; 

His cares to decreaſe, and his comforts extend, 

Be their conſtant purſuit and their ultimate end. 

And thoſe who would wiſh to diſturb his bleſt reign, 

May their arts, wiles & ſchemes prove abortive & vain, 
Come away, be. 


*Gainſt Rebels and Traitors we will him defend, 
Who is to his people a father and Friend; 
Good Heav'n ſupport us in this glorious Cauſe, 
The defence of our Sovereign, Religion and Laws! 
„And to ſweeten life's paſſage and Ko, it ſerene, 
Preſerve his lov'd Concort, our amiable Queen. 
Come away, &c. 


. 


( 63 } 
The LOYAL TOPER: 
Scene—an ale-houſe dur. 


. my jug of brown ale I defy ev'ry care, 
I quaff and I laugh, and I ever will ſing, 
he ſtrain of an Engliſhman, free as the air, 
Succeſs to my country and health to my King. 
W he great feel a pang which the poor never know; 
In the joys of good liquor, all rrouble we drown, 
Po confuſion to care, and a fig for all woe, 
S Which never ſhall enter the ſign of tha Crown. 


ay Old England be happy as happy can be; 

May her 'Tars and her Soldiers be valiant and true; 
o be loyal, my lads, is the way to be free, 

A fact father Lime has tranſmitted to yon. 

ere's a health to our Monarch and long may he reign, 
The bleſſing of England, its boaſt and its pride; 

ay his Troops guard the land and Fleets rule the main 


And may Charlotte long fit on the Throne by his fide. 


— 
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FAT DOLLY the COOK. 


Written by Mr Camwwdell, Comedian, 


; () Lovely Dolly fat and fleek, | 
When flanding by the fire, 
Her lovely cheek aud ſhining face 
Encreaſ'd my heart's deſire, 
But when the kitchen fire ſhe ſtirr'd, 
She ſcoarch'd my very liver, 
ind as the mutton turn'd, I burn'd, 


So we roaſt'd both together. 


( 64 ] 


How often have I figh'd and pin'd 
When ſhe has ſtirr'd a pudding, 
To ſee her put the ſpice and wine, 
And other matters good in; | 
But when the plumbs ſhe pick'd and clean'd, 'h 
Poor Trim was ſure to rue it, 
And as the mutton fat ſhe ſkin'd, 
I curs'd the plumbs and ſuet. 


No partridge, pheaſant, cock, or hare, | 1 
Could come within the larder, 
But corporel Trim was ſure to ſhare, 


"Twas that made me regard her; WBut 
Then a ſop in the pan ſo ſweet, | 1 
So nice and brown and ſavoury, J 
Altho' my lord the mutton got, * 
Twas Trim got all the gravy. | 
A fire ſhe's made within my breaſt, _ * ö = 
Without the help of fuel, : I Bu 
A calf's head on my ſhoulders plac d, Sc. 
My ſoul is water gruel; IN. 
Would but Pythagoras ſet me free | 


From a life of melancholy, | 
A little turnſpit dog I'd be, By 
And turn the wheel for Dolly. = 


1 
The GorDbEN Dars we now polleſs; 


A SEQUEL to the favourite Song of 


With Additions and Variati;ns. 


N praiſe of queen Beſs lofty ſtrains have been ſung, firs 

And her fame has beenecho'd by old and by young, 
ſir; 

but from times that are paſt we'll for once turn our 

| eyes, ſir, 

As the times we enjoy 'tis but wiſdom to prize, fir. 

Then let us praiſe the Goldon Days we now poſſeſs, 

Whatever were the Days of good queen Beſs. 


No bigots rule the roaſt now, with perſecution dire, fir, 

Burning 9 now no more heaps the faggot on the fire, 

N ir; 

No biſhop now can broil a poor jew like a pigeon, ſir, 
Nor barbacue a pa an, like a pig, for religion, ſir. 

Such are, &c. 


No legendary faint robs the lab'rer of one day, 
Except now and then when he celebrates ſaint Monday, 


| a pother, fir, 
By rs in at one door, and ſtealing out at t'other, 
ir 


Such are, &c, 


„compare, ſir, 
Tho' farthingales and ruffs are rather out of wear, fir, 


he Gorbon DAxs of good Queen Biss. 
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And good folks, ev'ry SaLbach,—keep church without 


Then for dreſs, modern belles bear the bell beyond 


(--66: ] 


But when truſs'd up like pullets, though lean they Took 
plump, fir, 
When deck'd with the pad, the merry thought or rnmp, 
fir. 
And praiſe, &c. 


Such promontories, fure, may be ſtyl'd inacceſſibles, 
As our ſmall-cloths, by prudes, are pronounc'd inex- 
preſſibles; | 
And the taſte of our beaus won't admit of diſpute, fir, 
When they ride in their ſlippers, and walk about in 
boots, fir, 
Such are, &c. 


Our language 1s refin'd too from what it was of yore, fir, 

As a ſhoeſtring's the dandy, and a buckle's quite a bore 
fir! 

And if rais'd from the dead, it would ſure poſe the 
noddle, ſir, 75 

Of a Shakeſpere, to tell what's the Th, Quer, or 
T waddle, fir, 

Such are, &c. 


Then for props of the ſtate, what can equal in ſtory, ſir, 
Thoſe two ſtately pillars, call'd a Whig and a Tory, fir! 
Though by ſhifting their ground, they ſometimes get 
ſo wrong, ſir, | 
They forget to which Side of the Houſe they belong, 
ſir. 
Such are, &c, 


But as props of their ſtrength & uprightneſs may boaſt, ſir, 

While the proudeſt of pillars may bethook by a poſt, fir; 

May the firm friends of Freedom her bleſſings inherit, fir, 

And her foes be advanc'd to the pot which they merit, fir, 
Such are, &c, ; 
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French tyrants we can conquer, their armada can with- 
ſtand, fir, | 

for o'er halfthis armada lord Hood holds command, fir 3 
And may the gallant Howe t'other ha/f guarantee, fir; 

S By /cizing it all, for us lords of the Sea, fir, 

Ss Such arc, &c. 


Then what heroes of old can ſurpaſs thoſe in tory, fir; 
8 York, ExxesT and ApoLrHus, for great and early 
5 glory, ſir? 
For virtue, what Princeſſes like our'se'er were ſeen, fir ? 
While fam'd Be/s is ſurpaſs'd by our good and gracious 
1 QUEEN, fir. 

Such are, &c. 


And as the houſe of Bxunswick claims duty, love & 
awe, ſir, 

Beyond a Plantagenet, a Tudor, or Naſſau, ſir; 

Let the Sceptre be ſway'd, by the King we admire, fir ? 
May his 8 rule this land till the globe 1s on Are, 
ir. 


And all their future days be crown'd with glory and 
ſucceſs, 


And make their name eclipſe the fame of Queen 55%. 


The Afflicted Ar RICAN. 


| ORC'D from home and all its pleaſures, 
L Afric's coaſt I left forlorn ; 

0 encreaſe a ſtranger's treaſures, 

Ver the raging billows born. 

len from England bought-and ſold me, 

Paid my price in paltry gold; 

ut tho their's they have enroll'd me, 

Minds are never to be ſold, 
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Still in thought as free as ever, 
What are England's rights I aſk ? 
Me from my delights to ſever, 
Me to torture, me to taſk ! 
Fleecy locks and black complexion 
Cannot forfeit nature's claim, 
Skins may differ, but affetion, 
Dells in white and black the ſame, 


. Why did all creating nature 
Make the plant for which we toil ? 
Sighs mult waft it, tears muſt water, 
Sweet of our's mult dreſs the ſoil. 
Think ye maiters, iron hearted ! 
When ſeated at your jovial board; 
Think inhuman! how we've ſmarted 
For the ſweets your cane affords. 


© Is their. as ye ſometimes tell us? 
Is their one who reigns on high? 
Has he bid-you buy and fell us? 
* Speaking from his throne ;—the ſky, 
Aſk him if your knotted ſcurges, 
Fetters, blood extorting ſcrews, 
Are the means which duty urges, 
Agents of his will to ule, 


L 6 Wa" J . 1 
7 ya aa * "ELF * 18 8 - Ro? 


